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But thou art gone, and thy strict laws will be
Too hard for libertines in poetry.
They will repeal the goodly exil'd train
Of gods and goddesses, which in thy just reign
Were banish'd nobler poems; now, with these,              65

The silenc'd tales o' th' Metamorphoses
Shall stuff their lines, and swell the windy page,
Till verse, refin'd by thee, in this last age
Turn ballad-rhyme, or those old idols be
Ador'd again with new apostacy.                                   70

0 pardon me, that break with untun'd verse
The reverend silence that attends thy hearse,
Whose awful solemn murmurs were to thee,
More than these faint lines, a loud elegy,

That did proclaim in a dumb eloquence                         75

The death of all the arts: whose influence,

Grown feeble, in these panting numbers lies

Gasping short-winded accents, and so dies.

So doth the swiftly-turning wheel not stand

In thy instant we withdraw the moving hand,               8c

But some small time maintain a faint weak course,

By virtue of the first impulsive force:

And so, whilst I cast on thy funeral pile

Thy crown of bays, oh let it crack awhile,

And spit disdain, till the devouring flashes                    85

Suck all the moisture up, then turn to ashes.

1 will not draw thee envy, to engross
All thy perfections, or weep all our loss ;
Those are too numerous for an elegy,

And this too great to be express'd by me.                     90

Though every pen should share a distinct part,
Yet art thou theme enough to tire all art;
Let others carve the rest; it shall suffice
I on thy tomb this epitaph incise:

Here lies a king, that rul'd as he thought fit              95

The universal monarchy of wit ;
Here lie twojlamens, and both those the best:
Apollo 's first, at last the true God's priest.